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Program
Dr. Sung Eun Park & Dr. Carlos Quesada; piano
Adoration………………………………………………………………………………………….TLU Strings, Dr. Eliza Jeffords, conductor
Resignation……………………………………………………………………………TLU Treble Choir, Dr. Douglas Boyer, conductor
Memory Mist……………………………………………………………………………………………………………..Dr. SungEun Park, piano
Elfentanz…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….Celeste Anderson, flute
The Deserted Garden……………………………………………………………………………………………………………Camryn Bly, flute
Fantasy No. 1 for violin and piano……………………………………………………………………………….Dr. Hilary Janysek, flute
An April Day (Cotter)…………………………………………………………………………………………………Gabriella Garza, soprano
Bewilderment (Hughes)………………………………………………………………………………………Bailey Kaysa, mezzo soprano
Sunset (Elder)…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………Jillian Spiller, soprano
Sympathy (Dunbar)………………………………………………………………………………………………Shyanne Bermuda, soprano
Intermission

The Glory of the Day was in Her Face (Johnson)…………………………………………………….Jasmine Browning, soprano
The Moon Bridge (Gamble)………………………………………………………………………………………………..Ellie Follis, soprano
I am Bound for the Kingdom (Spiritual)………………………………………………………………………………..Erin Isler, soprano
Weary Traveler (Spiritual)……………………………………………………………………………………………Emma Oberle, soprano
I Grew A Rose (Dunbar)…………………………………………………………………………………………………….Nicklas Aune, tenor
What’s the Use (Dunbar)……………………………………………………………………………………Aliyah Harris, mezzo soprano
My Soul’s Been Anchored in the Lord (Spiritual)………………………………………………….Dr. Liliana Guerrero, soprano

Program Notes
FLORENCE B. PRICE (1887-1953) achieved a level of renown that defied all expectations for an African American woman
in her day.1 Having studied at the New England Conservatory from 1903 to 1906, she pursued a career that included
teaching at Shorter College (Little Rock) and heading the Music Department at Clark College (Atlanta). After moving to
Chicago in 1927 to pursue a better, safer life than anything possible in the virulently racist U.S. South, she immersed
herself that city’s bustling cultural and educational life, becoming actively involved with the National Association of Negro
Musicians and studying music and a variety of subjects at American Conservatory, Chicago Teachers College, Central
YMCA College, the Lewis Institute, and the University of Chicago.2 Today she is celebrated as the first African American
woman to have her music performed by a major U.S. orchestra (her First Symphony was performed by the Chicago
Symphony Orchestra as part of the World’s Fair in 1933), but her fame spread far beyond than that, and lasted much
longer. The following two decades witnessed performances of her music by at least nine other orchestras, as well as by
some of the world’s greatest soloists and chamber players. More than a decade after her death her reputation was still
so great that the City of Chicago Public Schools named the Florence B.Price Elementary School after her in 1964. That
school closed in 2012, but the same building still bears her name: the Florence B. Price Twenty-First Century Academy for
Excellence.
And through it all, she composed. Florence Beatrice Price penned hundreds of compositions of astonishing richness and
breadth which gave voice to a musical imagination that would not be stilled despite the limitations that her world
would have imposed on her because of her race and her sex. Her reputation has been steadily broadening in recent
decades thanksto dedicated and brilliant scholarly work by Rae Linda Brown, Marquese Carter, Samantha Ege, Barbara
Garvey Jackson, Douglas Schadle, Bethany Jo Smith, Eileen Southern, and Helen Walker-Hill, among others.3
But if Price the composer never had to be rediscovered, the same could not be said of her music itself – simply because
shepublished little of what she wrote. That began to change when her elder daughter, Florence Price Robinson (191775), donated a significant body of her music manuscripts and biographical materials to the University of Arkansas
Libraries (Fayetteville), and the situation further improved with that library’s acquisition of a sizeable “addendum” in
the late 1980s.
Another major development was the discovery of a sizeable trove of music manuscripts and other documents in an
abandonedhouse in St. Anne, Illinois, in 2009 – a recovery that eventually met with major media coverage. Florence Price,
having already during her lifetime overcome the forcible marginalization and erasure that were her lot as an African
American and a woman in a profoundly racist and sexist world, was now in a position to have her voice heard again.
– John Michael Cooper Denton, Texas, 10 May 2021
Although Price is mentioned in many texts that deal with African American composers and women in music, many of these
sources repeat the same, rather basic information. Until recently, the most detailed and authoritative biography was the
Introduction to the late Rae Linda Brown’s edition of Price’s First and Third Symphonies (“Lifting the Veil: The Symphonies of
Florence B. Price,” inFlorence Price: Symphonies Nos. 1 and 3, ed. Rae Linda Brown and Wayne Shirley, Recent Researches in
American Music, No. 66 [Middleton, Wisconsin: A-R Editions, 2008], xv-lii). The situation improved significantly in June 2020 with
the publication of the first book-length life-and-works study (Rae Linda Brown, The Heart of a Woman: The Life and Music of
Florence B. Price, ed. Guthrie P. Ramsey, jr. [Urbana: University ofIllinois Press, 2020]).
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See, for example, Barbara Garvey Jackson: “Florence Price, Composer,” The Black Perspective in Music 5 (1977), 30–43; Eileen
Southern, The Music of Black Americans: A History (New York: W. W. Norton, 1971; 3rd ed., 1997); Rae Linda Brown, “Selected
Orchestral Music of Florence B. Price (1888 [sic] – 1953) in the Context of Her Life and Work (Ph.D. diss., Yale University, 1987);
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Song Texts
“Resignation”
Poetry by Florence Beatrice Price

“Sunset” - Poetry by Odessa P. Elder

My life is a pathway of sorrow;
I’ve struggled and toiled in the sun
With hope that the dawn of tomorrow
Would break on a work that is done.
My Master has pointed the way,
he taught me in the prayer to say:
“Lord, give us this day and our daily bread.”
I hunger, yet I shall be fed.
My feet, they are wounded and dragging;
My body is tortured with pain;
My heart, it is shattered and flagging,
What matter, if, Heaven I gain.
Of happiness once I have tasted;
‘Twas only an instant it paused
tho brief was the hour that I wasted
For ever the woe that it caused
I’m tired and want to go home.
My mother and sister are there;
They’re waiting for me to come
Where mansions are bright and fair.

When the golden West reflects her beauty,
comes to me a happy duty;
and I must write of that golden town
that beckons me when the sun goes down.

“An April Day”
Poetry by Joseph Seamon Cotter Junior
On such a day as this I think,
On such a day as this,
When earth and sky and nature’s world
Are clad in April’s bliss;
And balmy zephyrs gently waft
Upon your cheek a kiss;
Sufficient is it just to life
On such a day as this.

“Bewilderment” - Poetry by Paul Laurence Dunbar
I ask you this: Which way to go?
I ask you this: Which way to go?
I ask you this: Which sin to bear?
I ask you this: Which sin to bear?
I ask you this: Which crown to put upon my hair?
I ask you this: Which crown to put upon my hair?
I do not know, I do not know.
I do not know.
Lord God, I do not know.

Tis a story from the golden sky
as the clouds go sailing by.
I sit and watch for the golden town
that beckons me when the sun goes down.
I’ll seek this home in the golden West
that lures me on in my joyful quest,
and find new life in that golden town
that beckons me when the sun goes down.

“Sympathy”
Poetry by Paul Laurence Dunbar
I know what the caged bird feels, alas!
When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;
When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,
And the river flows like a stream of glass;
When the first bird sings and the first bud opens,
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals –
I know what the caged bird feels!
I know why the caged bird beats his wing
Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;
For he must fly back to his perch and cling
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;
And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars
And they pulse again with a keener sting –
I know why he beats his wing!
I know why the caged bird sings, ah me,
When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore, –
When he beats his bars and he would be free;
It is not a carol of joy or glee,
But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep core,
But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings –
I know why the caged bird sings!

“The Glory of the Day was in Her Face”
Poetry by James Weldon Johnson

“I am Bound for the Kingdom “
(Spiritual)

The glory of the day was in her face,
The beauty of the night was in her eyes.
And over all her loveliness, the grade
Of Morning blushing in the early skies.

I am bound for the Kingdom,
I am bound for the Kingdom,
I am bound for the Kingdom.
Glory in my soul!

And in her voice, the calling of the dove;
Like music of a sweet, melodious part.
And in her smile, the breaking light of love;
And all the gentle virtues in her heart.

If you get there before I do,
Glory in my soul,
Look out for me, I’m a comin’ too,
Glory in my soul.

And now the glorious day, the beauteous night,
The birds that signal to their mates at date,
To my dull ears, to my tear-blinded sight
Are one with all the dead, since she is gone.

I am bound for the Kingdom,
I am bound for the Kingdom,
I am bound for the Kingdom.
Glory in my soul!

“The Moon Bridge”
Poetry by Mary Rolofson Gamble

“Weary Traveler”
(Spiritual)

The moon like a big, round ball of flame
Rose out of the silver bay,
And built a bridge of golden beams,
Where the fairies came to play.

Let us cheer the weary traveler
Along the heavenly way.
I’ll take my gospel trumpet
And I’ll begin to blow
And if my Saviour helps me,
I’ll blow wherever I go.
And brothers, if you meet with crosses
And trials on the way,
Just keep your trust in Jesus,
And don’t forget to pray.

I saw them dancing in jewel’d robes
On the wavelet’s rhythmic flow,
And I long’d to stand on the magic bridge,
In the moonlight’s mystic glow.
But over the sky a veil of mist
Thin, soft as a web of lace,
Was drawn, then parted, then came again,
With easy, coquettish grace.
And the moon put on a somber mask,
And frowned on the rippling wave,
And the beautiful bridge went under the sea,
Nor a beam could the fairies save!
I wonder’d if this would end their play,
And if, as the bridge went down,
They would lose their jewels so frail and fair,
And their queen her diamond crown!
But they glided away in merry mood,
To their home in the rosetree’s bowers,
And there they danced on the dewy grass,
Till the “wee sma” morning hours.

“I Grew A Rose”
Poetry by Paul Laurence Dunbar
I grew a rose within a garden fair,
And, tending it with more than loving care,
I thought how, with the glory of its bloom,
I should the darkness of my life illume;
And, watching, ever smiled to see the lusty bud
Drink freely in the summer sun to tinct its blood.
My rose began to open, and its hue
Was sweet to me as to it sun and dew;
I watched it taking on its ruddy flame
Until the day of perfect blooming came,
Then hasted I with smiles to find it blushing red–
Too late!
Some thoughtless child had plucked my rose and fled!

“What’s the Use”
Poetry by Paul Laurence Dunbar

“My Soul’s Been Anchored in the Lord”
(Spiritual)

What’s the use o’ folks a-frownin’
When the way’s a little rough?
Frowns lay out the road fur smilin’
You’ll be wrinkled soon enough.
What’s the use?

In the Lord, in the Lord
My soul’s been anchored in the Lord.
Before I’d stay in hell one day,
My soul’s been anchored in the Lord;
I’d sing and pray myself away,

What’s the use o’ folks a-sighin’?
It’s an awful waste o’ breath,
An’ a body can’t stand wastin’
What he needs so bad in death.
What’s the use?

My soul’s been anchored in the Lord
I’m going to pray and never stop,
My soul’s been anchored in the Lord;
Until I’ve reached the mountain top,
My soul’s been anchored in the Lord

What’s the use o’ even weepin’?
Might as well go long an’ smile.
Life, out longest, strongest arrow,
Only lasts a little while.
What’s the use?
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